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4e For Here the deadly ſecret's told, 
«© Who ”tis that fingers foreign gold; 


“ That © patriots“ ſti ipp'd to ſtate of nature, 
« Bear ſtrong reſemblance to the traitor; 


% That each diſorganizing ſcoffer, 
% Will take a bribe if any offer. 
© Come then ye democratic baud 


©« Who yearn to enthrall this favor'd land, 


« To Edmund's diſmal tomb draw near, 
% And vent your lamentations here, 
In groans, as Rachel groan'd at Rama, 
0 Hie cimis--but=-ubique fama.,"? 
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OME Guillotina, Muſe divine, 

i Whoſe voice o*erawes the tuneful nine, 

Come fing again! ſince Ninety-Five, 

Has left ſome Atis {till alive; 

Some Jacobins as pert as ever, 

Tho' much was hop'd from Yellow-fever; 
One Tzxairor, fond to enroll his name, 
With Judas on the liſt of fame; 

A hoſt of unhang*d Democrats, 

And Speculators thick as rats ; 

Some lurking hords, .by patriots hated, 
Stil'd very aptly * ſelf-created,” 

Since neither heathen God, nor Devil, 
Would own engendering ſuch anevil— 
Tis theſe, in contraſt with the-Grrar, 
Whoſe virtue ſaves the unhinging State, 
That makes the muſie of thy rhyme, 
Flow annual-down the ſtream of time. 
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Laſt winter prov'd a trying ſeaſon, 
The State reſum'd its wonted reaſon, 
The Council kept a ſteady pace,” 

And STELLEGERI drop'd the chaſe ; 


Peace ſhed hen poppies oer the State,, 


And all cry'd out apprepriate; 

For they well knew'a dire diſtemper, © 
That makes the brains and purſes ſcamper, 
Had ſeiz'd on every Kind of creature, 
And turn'd him to a Speculator ; 

And tho? our title none could tell, 

Yet all agreed 'twould do to ſell," 


Goon FamE's Grill. trumpet: told 8 FA 
That ſhe had weſtern lands for © GON 


Forth from the Eaſt and Welt, alack, 
Nor did the North or South keep back, 
Much people—both the high and low, 
The ſquire, the deacon and' the beau, 
With judges, generals, legiſlators, ' 
(All melted down to Speculators) 
Flow'd in amain, from every quarter, 
Like Windham frogs from dry'd up water. 
A hoſt like this the northern dome, 
Pour'd never o'er affrighted Rome, 
Nor did a leſs inflated band, 

Avenge, long ſince, the holy-land, 

Nor, in our days, ſeek money hid, 
From ſhore ta ſhore by Captain Kid. 


(% 


hus when old Noah op'd his gate, 

id advertis'd to take in freight, 
Swift at the 'all-inviting ſound, 
All kinds of cattle throng'd around, 
From which the patriarch cull'd the beſt, 
And let the Deluge take the reſt, — | 
Conven'd they ſever'd into /quads, 
And talk'd of townſhips, miles, and rods, 
With night-hawk wildneſs in their faces, 
Like ſcrip-men bent on ſwifteſt chaſes z 
While each at other caſt an eye, 
At once determin'd, croſs and fly, 
And deem'd by dint of purſe or brain, 
The largeſt altes of woods to gain; 
But when they came to prove their ſkill, 
And purſe met purſe, and will met will, 
*Till what they brought for ſtock in trade 
Was ſpent and tavern-bills unpaid, 
They all agreed to coaleſce, 
And in the immenſe of profits, meſs. 
This done, at eve the bargain cloſ'd, 
And all in ſouth-ſea dreams repoſ'd, 
Yet waking found their bonds and toil, 
But won the right to buy the ſoil; 
Which tho” they think to get with eaſe; 
The terms muſt be as Indians pleaſe. 


And had the anarchial powers that dwell, 
In unform'd wilds 'twixt earth and hell, 
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Come forward, or ſent on a letter, 


| To ſell their realm for worſe or better, 


In breadth from where Arcturus glows, 
To where the Bull turns up his noſe, 
In length from hence to where in terror, 


The wicked find. out Chauncey's error, 


They'd bought it off like Georgian land, 
And paid for't down in notes of hand, 

Then quarrelld which ſhould have the moſt, 
Where matter, time and ſpaee are loſt, 

Nay, had there been a narrow gore, 

Cloſe in upon the ſtygian ſhore, 

Claim'd neither by the abodes of Pain, 

Nor forms that roam the valt Inane, 

We ſhould no doubt, from thence be able, 
To rear a ſecond modern Babel. 


How ſtormy is thy ſea of troubles, 
How hoar with fr9/h, how full of bubbles, 
Oh SetcvLAT1oN ! how thy waves, 
Toſs up and down thy greedy ſlaves ; 
For one that makes thy golden coaſt, 
What myriads of thy Tars are loſt ; 
This hour beholds them proudly float, 
The next ſees each a ſans-culatte ; 

And tho” the boldeſt borrows breeches, 
And tempt again, thy main for riches, 


[EDE 

Some whirlpool vaſt or billowy ſwell, - 
May land them and their ſchemes'in -—* 

Ere Jay had reach'd that pigmy coaſt; 
Where Pitt and Grenville rule the roaſts 
Where once the Lion uſ'd to roar; Nabend 
But late has changꝰ d it to a ſuore. 7 
The Anti. Treaty noiſe Begañqjin Oo 0. 
Club anſwer'd Clubman echo'd mag 
From town to town the cue was caught - 1: 
By Faction's Telegraphe of thought. 

At length on rapid wings of fate 
Ardent to ſave the ſinking State 
The Envoy came his ſteady eye, 
Was fix 'd upon tlie diſtant x, 
Regardleſs of the Boiſterous ſcene, | 
Which ſeem'd prepar'd to intervene: --- - 
No party rage diſturb'd his'refty ' 
No vile detraction ſhook his breaſt, | | 
But rooted deep in Virtu's ſoil, ' 
And cultur'd long by pattiot' toil, vo 053.007 
His honours a bright harveſt yield, 5 þ 
And wave around his country's field. 
Firm in his hand the Stateman ſhows, 
A ſolace for his country's woes, 
Peace on his path her ſun-beams ſpread, 
And glory arch'd around his head. 

« *A reverend Dean, preaching at the Britiſh « Court, 
threatened the ſinner with puniſſiment in a place he tho's 


not decent to name in fo polite an Aſſembly. Pope. 
+ The Treaty. * f * 


: , 3 — 


Swift ſtarting from their anne del! 0 0 
The nightly haunt of thieves and men, 
Our democtatsz broke forth in fury, 
And ſentenc'd, Jay ſant judge or jury. 
great Maſon ſaw a precious hour, 
Which ehance had thrown within his powder] | 
And join'd with Benny Bache to ſeize, - 
A little caſh their wants to eaſe- 
Forth from the Antl- federal mint, 
A half. falſef Treaty came in print; 
For telling truth ſo long had ſtray'd_ 2 
From Bache, he had forgot the . Et e R ' 
Soon, crowded forward into birth, I 34 
The full grown Child was uſher'd forth. — 
His face ſo like hig Sire's appear d, 
Such innate worth his viſage +00 72 
That Bache and Maſon fled amain, 
And ſwore old Jay was born again. 
While thus the ſlumbering iN ANT lay, 
| | With eyes juſt open d to the day, 
| | A dark revengeful coward brood, 12 | 
Laid a deep ſcheme to ſpill his blood. 
Soon far and near the tidings ran, Fa. 
All ſwore he ne'er ſhould grow to man. 
Among the reſt, tho? ſcarce alive, 
Old Sam crawl'd out and ſwarm'd his Hive; 


E? The bt d of 90 Treaty cc public fromreclloMis 


ou.“ 


—— 
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(Conſiſting of the ſtingleſs Hone $ 
That Humble-Bee, that ſhrivePd Drone, 


With all old Falitaff's|| trainband, come 
Inſpir'd by patriotic Rum) 


While Jarvis rung the pan with greeting, 


To make them ſettle in Town- meeting. 
At York fat Nicholſon, whoſe zeal, 
Burns greatly for the public weal, 
Collects the vagabond and traitor, 

With many a dare Hibernian cratur” 
Large hoſts of theives, the ſons of ſoot, 
And all the Livingſtons to boot. 

At Philadelphia Blair the great, 

That Iriſh guardian of the State, 
Raiſ'd his hard foot to give the blow, 
And cry'd “ to hell the child muſt go.“ 
Still further ſouth the mongrel throng, 
Reſponſive bray'd the facti ous ſong, 
Led on by Rutledge, ſkill'd to ſhun 
The Bailiff and the daily dun, 

But unexpert to hold the Seat, 


Where Honour, WokTH, and Jus TICK meet. 


At Portſmouth too, poor Johnny ſeed, 
Produc'd a ſhort-liv'd bluſtring breed, 
Whoſe courage ſoon began to fail, 


When Gilman pointedto the jail. 
B 


$ A creature of the doubtful gender, called Honee, 


Honeſtus, or Ben Auſtin, Junr. 
|| See Shakeſpear's Henry IV. 


% 
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InVermont, where the Reverend Niles, 

To his own State confines his wiles, 

And where the faintly Robinſon 

Prays that theWill of Burr be done,— ? 
The Green-woods politicians met, | | 
To hew the timber of the State. 

There printer Haſwell, Col. Fay, 

TheTreaty damn'd—and Mr. Jay ; 

Till Prince, Equality's dark ſon, 

Grew weary of their wit and fun, 

And, ſeizing Haſwell by the cheek, - 

He cry'd out © Brurrur lem me peak, 4 f 
* You tear my body from my maw, 

*Gorra dam a man all ober jaw.“ 

In ſeveral other trifling places, 

The factious dar'd to ſhew their faces; 

Charleſtown and Dracut tho't no doubt, 

That they were big enough to vote 

Vt Plymouth too, a ſtring of boys, 

About the treaty made a noiſe, 

Headed by maſter Henry Warren, 

Like crows around ſome new-found carrion. 


Alas! how vain are mortal dreams, 
How flit away the wiſeſt ſchemes ! 


Who would have thought this infant Jay, 
Could have found means to get away: 
Yet, ſtrange and wonderous to relate, 
By ſome ſurpriſing ſpell of Fate, 

As Giant from the cradle roſe, 

And frown'd indignant on his foes, 


Ca 
With ſtep tremendous ſtalk'd along, 
And trampled on the daſtard throng. 


As now in Song the Muſe proceeds, 
Let tears bedew her ſable weeds. 
Here lies an Officer of State, | 
Who met alas ! a timely Fate: 

A fate which Jacobins regard, 

As their full meaſure of reward : 

For here the deadly ſecret's told, 

Who 'tis that fingers foreign gold; 
That patriotsꝰ ſtripp'd to ſtate of nature, 
Bear ſtrong reſemblance to the traitor; 
That each diſorganizing ſcoffer, 

Will take a bribe if any offer. 

Come then ye democratic band, 

Who yearn to enthrall this favour'd land, 
To Edmund's diſmal tomb draw near, 
And vent your lamentations here, 

In groans, as Rachel groan'd at Rama, 
Hic cimis, but ubique ſama. 

Yes there are men who fiercely burn, 
Your Conſtitution to o'erturn ; 

To blaſt the Sages of your choice, 
They wield the pen and ply the voice, 
Nor long will Talents tempt th' afay, 
Where Virtue gains Contempt for pay ; 


His aſhes here—but every where his Fame. This is 
the Epitaph of the late King of Pruſſia ; but we hope his 
manes will not be offended that we apply it to a character 
equally GREAT in a different way. 
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But men of fell and factious prate, ſ 
Shall mount the faithleſs Car of State. | 


Where Ignorance ſheds his ſooty beam, 

And rays of Science rarely gleam, 
There, fed with lies from day to day, 

From venal prefles in French pay, 

Fell Faction broods, and ſcents afar, 

Predeſtin'd fields of civil war. 

And will the men who till their .farms, 

Who Freedom love, whom Freedom warms, 

Who live in plenty, peace and eaſe, 

Be vex'd by living plagues like theſe? . EE: | os 
They will have been, and ſtill muſt be; | 
For Faction thrives where States are free, | 
As plants of baleful form and nature, 
Thrive in fat foils, by plenteous water; 
And thrive it muſt while there are fools, 
And knaves to ſhape them into tools. 
Spread Knowledge then ; this only hope, 
Can make each eye a teleſcope, 

Or frame by micre/copic art, 
To ſcan the hypocritic heart ; 
And can, at leaſt, keep Faction under, 

As butting rams are aw'd by thunder. 


The French have beat all other elves, 
And now are beating faſt themſelves ; | 
In which we wiſh them to ſucceed, ,. \ 
Juſt as the Fates, long ſince, decreed ; 


( 18 ) 
But how that is no mortal ken, 
Can fpy, no more than how and when, 
New ſuns ſhall wake the blaze of day, 
Where Chaos holds Eternal ſway. 


From themes like theſe indignant Muſe, 
Turns, and th' applauſive ſtrain purſues. 


Prompt at thy Country's call to work, 
Thy pathleſs way where wipers lurk, 


Where darkſome waſtes before thee lay, 
Unbleſs'd but by thy mental ray, 

O HAuL rox! that ray how clear, 
How like the Sun's reſplendant ſphere; 
When too intenſe for clouds of flies, - ; 
He makes his zenith in the ſkies. 7 


Let Cain Onserver” hear the Song, 
Shrink from the day and bite his tongue; 


Far, far above his baſe control, 
Self-balane'd ſtands ſage WoLcortT's ſoul, 
A Patriot firm, to toils inur'd, 

Long for the public weal indur'd, 

Who, when the peſtilential burſt, 

Laid Philadelphia's pride in duſt, 

Mov'd unaſſuming and ſedate, 

The various tardy wheels of State. 


Now Muſe ſurvey this land of peace, 
Of Virtue, Law, and Happineſs. 
The clime how bleſt ! how rich a ſoil, 
Repays the labourer's cheerful to il, 


;- doe © © 


| Un 0 
How ſafe wwe tend the fields for food, e e | 
While Eunopg tills the fields of blood, 
Our ſons how tranquil o'er the main, 
But their's in hoſtile navies ſlain, 
Their Anarchiſts ſtill prowl for prey, 
But ours are held, like wolves, at bay, 
Their towns, while Emigrations drain, 
Riſe in our wilds and bloom again, 
The Ifles rejoice to heap their ſtores, 
In plenty on our ſmiling ſhores, | 
Proud Albion, miſtreſs of the waves, 

With France and Spain, our commerce craves, 
Wayne barricades the weſt frontiers, 
And peace is made with grim Algiers. 
Here while the North deep ſnows infold 

#7, The Georgian orange beams in gold ; 
And here the various Climates rear, 
Unblaſted harveſts thro' the year. 
Bold FREEDOM feeds her veſtal fires, 
And every heart and tongue inſpires ; 
While, ſtill in Courts, as once in Fields, 
Great WASHINGTON Her GLORY ſhields ! 
Long may His SUN unclouded Shine, 


And ſet “ full orb'd.” 
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THOMAS BRADFOR D, 
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Obſervations on the Emigration of Doctor Foſeph Prigſily, and 
onthe ſeveral addreſſes delivered to him, on his arrival at News 
York, with additions; containing many curious and intereſting 

fats on the ſubject, not known here, when the firſt edition was 
publiſhed : together with a Comprehenſive Story of a Farmer's 
Bull. 

A Bone to Gnaw, for the Democrats 1ſt and 2d parts. 

A Kick for a Bite ; or Review upon Review. 

The Democratiad, a poem in retaliation, for the «© Philadelphia 

Fockey Club.” | b 
A little Plain Engliſh. | 
A New-Year's Gift to the Democrats: or Obſervations on 4 
pamphlet entitled * d vinidication of Mr. Randolph's 
reſignation. | 

Summary of the Law of Nations, by Mr. Martens. 

Le Tuteur Anglais, ou Grammaire . Regulitre de la Langu 
Anglaiſe en Deux Parties. 

The Romance of the Foreſt, two vols. 

Young Quaber. 

Sicilian Romance, or the apparition of the Cliffs. 

Haunted Tower. 

Count Roderic's Caſtle, or Gothic Times, a novel. 

A Trenſlation of Citizen Fauchet's Political diſpatch No. 103 

alſo extracts of 3 & 6. | | 
Elements of French Converſation, by Perrin, 
Medels of Letters, in French and Engliſh, by Porney. 


Element de la Langue Anglaiſe, ou Methode Pratique pour ab- 
prendre facilement cette Langue, par M. Siret. | 
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